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^  COMIC  COLLECTION 


Of  Favorite  Songs,  as  sung  by  G.  Ford  at  the  various  public  plates 

of  amusement. 


tNTWTI 

Card  Parties.  A  Dream  of  the  times 
Transmigration  of  Souls. 

A  Row  among  the  Statues' 
The  Dream  of  J eremy  Diddler. 

As  sung  by  Mr.  G.  Ford  and  written  by  Hardwick 

Lord  Pam’s  New  Reform  Bill 


As  pensive  I  sat 

As  one  by  one  our  friends  deprrt — 
Thornton. 

The  Quiet  Heart. — Thornton. 

Alone  by  the  Ocean. — Thornton. 

To  a  Friend. — Thornton. 

Oh  sing  no  more  that  song  to  me. 
Joy  in  fevery  face  is  beaming. — L.  M 
Thornton. 

Answer  to  “  Good  Bye  Sweetheart 
Good  Bye”. — L.  M.  Thornton. 

Answer  to  the  Postman’s  Knock,  by 
L.  M.  Thornton. 

Angels  of  the  House,  the 
Belie  re  me  Love. 

The  Bridal  Day —  Ramsay 
Cottage  Girl.  Hardwick 

Do  you  really  think  she  did  P 

England,  Farewell 
England  for  the  English. 

Hardwick 
Fair  is  the  Rose 
How  to  ask  and  have 


I  guess  you’ll  be  there 

Molly  dear,  I’m  not  myself  at  all 

I  wish  I  was  Married,  with 

the  dialogue 
Red  Cross  Banner 
Swearing  Death 
Scarlet  Flower 

Yesterday,  to  day  and  to  morrow  ’ 
When  the  sun  has  gone  down 
The  wishing  gate 
Without  sunshine  there’s  no  hay 

Maids  of  merry  England 

When  I  met  thee  first  in  love 
The  merry  days  of  old 
Nine  men  to  make  a  tailor 
Oh  Charming  May 
Oh,  and  he  loved  me  dearly 

The  Old  village  chimes. 

Hardwick 
Afloat  on  the  Ocean 

I  should  like  to  Marry 
Jim  Baggs,  the  Musician, 

both  by  L^bern 
Mi  id  as  the  moon  beam* 


London:  Pattie,  31,  Paternoster  Row,  E.C. 
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Glc<*— Husikafcall  iwaifc  pushers, 

•Wearing  <8aatih  t#t»fcor  Alfe,  J*' 
Hands  we  clench  and  swords  we  draw. 

Heaven- de£and-the  jr 

Vive  laftoi  We*Le  Hof.  rL$  ** 

Heaven,  dfeftead  tie  Urue^and  *. 

Vive  Le  Roi,  Vive  Le  Roi. 

Hearts  and  hands  with  all  conspire* 

Rebels  threats  we'll'  overawe; 

Tili  life’s  last  throb  expires, 

Vive  Le  Roi,  Vive  Le  Roi,  &c. 


THE  COT  WHERE  I  WAS  BORN 

I’ve  roamed  beneath  a. foreign  sky, 

Where  beautious  flowers  grew, 

Where  all  was  lovely  to  the  eye, 

And  dazzling  to  the  view. 

I’ve  seen  them  graced  by  night’s  pale  tear, 
Bedecked  by  radiant  morn : 

But  never  found  a  spot  so  dear 
As  the  cot  where  I  was  born. 

Can  wealth  or  titles  compensate 
The  want  of  friendship’s  glow  ? 

Can  gaudy  pageants,  earthly  state, 

So  bright  a  gem  bestbw  ? 

To<me  such  joys  are  cold  indeed, 

They  hold  the  heart  forlorn; 

Give  me  the  spot  I  love  so  dear, 

The  cot  where  I  was  born. 


.  Buft  Cye’sMJtf  ItogeMflhe'lWtoe, 

M3&k,  wdtchful,  and  sincere, 

That  whispers  words  of  hope  to  u* 

When  ftieiHfc  afife  He*; 
it  isfthe  onei  tlte  cfcoJen  <ne^  . 

T&at’s  IWlEeetto-Ufl  for  tffo;  ‘ 

The  angel  of  the  happy  home, 

Xha  faithful,  trusting  Wife. 

’Tie  said  that  angels  walk  the  eartu. 

I’m  sure  it  must  be  so, 

When  round' our  path,  scarce  seen  by  US, 
Sfcieh  bright  things  come  and  go. 
Arerthere  not  beings  by  our  side, 

As  fair  as  angels  are, 

As  pure,  as* stainless,  a*  the  forms 
That  dwell  beyond  the  star? 

Yes,  there  are  angels  of  the  earth, 

Pure,  innocent^  and  mild, 

The  angels  of  our  hearts  and  homes, 
Each  loved  and  loving  child. 


Otf!  AND  HE  LOVED?  ME  DEARLY 

From.  Miss  P’.  Horton’s  Bntertainment. 

There  was  a  young  man  same  a  courting  of  me-— 
Singing;  “  Oh  !  my  dear^a^dllove  you  dearly 


WHEN  !  MET  THEE  FIRST  IN  LOVE 

Music  published  by  Wessel. 

When  I  met  thee  first  in  May, 

From  my  dreams  will  ne’er*  depart, 

For  the  germ  of  love  that  day* 

Had  been  planted  in  my  heart ; 

A  bud  was  in  the  bower, 

Where  we  heard’  the  throstle  sing, 

And  my  love  was  like  that!  flower, 

When  first  we  met  in  spring. 

When  next  again  wo  met, 

It  was  summer’s  glowing  prim e. 

And  my  love  grown  stronger  yet, 

Took  its  ardours  from  the  time ; 

There  was  fruit  upon  the  bough, 

A  s  wc  watched  the  sun  decline, 

And  I  thought  the  fruit  was  now. 

Like  that  ripened  love  of  mine. 

Robed  in  autumn’s  mellow  suit, 

Did  we  next  that  bower  see, 

And  theblosecm,  and  the  fruit, 

Had  boon  gathered  from  the  tree ; 

And  I  said  my  love  alone, 

Would  in  winter  ne’er  decay, 
go  I  won  thee  for  mine  own, 

As  the  >ride  d  wooed  in  May 

u  —  '  . 

*NE  ANGELS  OF  THE  HOUSE 

*Tis  said  that.esfpr  rou^d  our  path 
The  miseej^hgels  stray* 


Singing  “  Oh !  and  II  love  you  dfearfyi) 

He  was  so  tall  and  he  was  so  smart, 

I  When  he  asked  I.  to  marry  him  it  made  I  start. 
And  his  words  went  right  clean  through  my  heart 
Singing  “  Oh  !  and  I  love  you  dearly  !  ” 

Says  he,  “  I  must  manage  to  find  two  pound,  ten. 
Singing,  “  Oh  !  my  dear,  and  I  love  your  dearly ! 
And  as  soon  as  I  get  it,  we’H  be  married  then : 

For  it’ s  oh ;  and  lilbve  you  dearly  ! 

’Tis  to  pay  clerk  and  parson  and  the  ring  to  buy. 
“Tve  got  the  money  in  the  saving-bank  myself,  ” 
said  I ; 

“  Will  you  lend  it  me?”  “  Of  course  I  will,”  was  my 
reply, 

“  For  its  oh  !  and  I  love  you  dearly  1 

When  five  golden  sovereigns  to  him  I  lent — 

Singing,  “  Oh  ?  my  dear,  and  I  love  you  dearly  ! 
And  he  showed  I  the  ring,  and  I  felt  quite  content — 
Singing,  Oh  !  and  I  love  you  dearly  I 
‘  ‘  i’ll  be  off  to  the  parson,  at  once,  says  he  : 

So  he  did,  and  got  married,  but  it  war  nt  to  me ; 
And  my  money  nor  my  lover  never  mare  did  I  see, 
Andats  oh;  that  he  loved  me  dearly  ! 


Now  all  you  young  women  take  a  warning  of  me 
When  they  say  “  My  dear,  oh  !  I  love  you  dearly  1 
Never  lend  chaps  your  monoy  as  I  did  to  he — 
Singing,  “  Oh  !  and  I  love  you  dearly  I 
If  they  cant  find  the  money  to  buy  the  rings,  ^ 
Who’s  to  pay  for  tha  victuals  and  such  like  things 
For  its  often  for  your  money,  that  a, fellow  singg 
That  its  <  ‘  Oh  !  but  I  love  you  dearly  1 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE-  SONGS. 


6o  YOU  REALLY  tSS*  SHC&ID? 

I  WAITED  till  twilight,  and  yet  she  did  not 
1  roX'd^tong.  ^^.-We,  and  slowly 
Whenl^oVhoS^md  «!h»dr^but  her  I 

Eh.  Sff£.1S228?tar  *  r»«  ~11J  tw* 

she  did?  4  -u  j  > 

Do  you  really,  really  t Juiik  she  T  i*«t 

She  said  she  caine  to  meet  me,.  ,  .•  hu 

Do  you  really  think  she  did .  !. 


«lie  said  when  first  she  safr  the;  life  seeth’d  to  Bfr 

Each  Sfbt  she  dreamt  of  angels,  atfdl  every  1W® 

Sometimes  a  voice  in  sleeping,  would  all  1** 
hopes  forbid*  .  A 

And  then  she’d  wake*  weeping,  do  yo«  twy 
think  she  did? 

Do  you  really,  really  thShk  AS  ? 

She  said  she’d  wake*  vreetmig, 


ono  SiUU.  ^  TT " yj;  4 

Do  you  really  think  she  did  . 

She  said  sinee  last  we  parted,  she  thought  of 

As  oT^verf^tmebt,  tint  ^should  meet; 
She  sho.w’d  where  half  a  cottage  homely  she  b*d 

She  said  for  me  she  had  made  it,  do  yoti  real©' 
think  she  did'?'  \ 

Do  you  really,  ready  think  she  did? 

She  said  for  me  she  mede  it, 

Do  you  really  think  she-  did  ? 


Protests  the  right,  dfifc*  th*i  -  * 

Cai  succour  the  we2^,  a»d  jwmah  the  strong  *  | 

Anlfl  no  invading  foreign  horde  ,  ,f 

Shill  e’er  land  on  Albion  s  sea^board.  / 

For  EnglaUMb*  the 
Old  Englsa^^^jhyaMiftgL  f 
.  We’ll  aid  the 

•  gut  England  for  the'Bhglish1 1 

1  Shill  we  transmit  thhibr^fd  of  ^ne, 

To  our  sons,  ? 

Out  arm,  as  when,  with  Viotones, 

5  Ghdat  Blake,  or  Nelson  swephthe  seas. 


YESTERDAY  Tp-DAY  AND 

TO-MORROW-  - 

The  breath  of  morn  t^e  opniijig  Rose, 

The  sun  that  shi^s  above,  _ 

The  happy  birds  thfctsoar  and  sing, 

The  lips  that  whisper  love,  ' 

Old  yesterday.,  though  he  be  dead,  .  ..t  _ 

Took  none  of  these  away,  ,  r  -  . 

He  could  not  steal’  ik&sA  if  he  tUtd*  -  ?  ^ 

But  le.ftvth^n  for  t^to-day.  -  .  ,, ,  ‘  ,  j 

To-day  sh^Ol  not  exhaust  the  gifts, 

He’s  lib’ral  in  his  turn,  ■* 

But  when  ho  di0*;8ball  ice  not  freeae  ' 

And  true  affection  burn. 

But  dark  bo-mom)  w  let  him  oome, 

Well  face  him  as  we  may,  ,  .  , 

We’ll  change  his  name,  but  not  his  heart, 
And  greet  him  ai to-day*  : 

ENGLAND  FOR. THE  ENGLISH 

Sung  by  Mr.  J.  Hi  Gave;  3.  A.  Hatdwick 

(MusicJa£.^ite’s*  Oxford  St.) 

Eight  hundred  y ewfs  are  . 

Since  a  foe  invaded'  Englands  shore  ^ 

And  Freedom’s ■flng.  atiU  here  unfurled, 

In  the  only  free  land  of  the  world*  *  < 


England  fo»  a«®ftghsh,  i  .  .  i.  ■ 

Old  England  for  the  English : 

We’ll  aid  the  distressed— despot— oppressed^ 
But  England  for  the  English, 

Leb  them  seek  ouflantl  as  guests,  who  wdV  . 
kOf  all  creeds,  We’ll  protect  them  still ; 

But  alien  masters  we’ve  he  er  obeyed, 


Jdul  alien  uiciaDcio  tv  T  ~r  7 

Not  will  we  be,  by  them  b^Uayed, 

And  our  Rulers  must,  with  sword,  or  pen, 

Ac  Hike,  as  well  as  be  Ehgl^lmaen  t* 

|  Fot  the  British  Lion  watch  he  kfcepeth. 

He  is  not  dead,  but  otil^sldepeth,- 
So  England  for  the  BMgSgL 

*  ■  Old  England  fot  the 

TMC  WfSHINd'OAly 

'^•flSS»SNB!Wfew  , 
’ssfsssfls^srffissftg*!  ■ 

fThe  fairies  who  granted  to  maidens  aeat*  -  i 

Whatever  they  asked  at  that  tupao  o  f  year  ,  •>  A  ^ 
"So  Fanny  she  went,— her  luck  to  try  . 

At  the  wishing-gater. ’neath  the  stavlightfhjr^ 

1  But  yet  you  shall  hear,  when  the  ^.Q  J 

That  young  Fanny  repented  the  Wishing-gata. 

‘a  wish  for  I  T^ish  for,  ”-and  there  sh<* 

«  1  \yfsh  I’d  a  carriage,  and  glooms  beside, 

1  wish  I  had  jewels— a  vraTdro he  fine— 

Oh  \  What  a  dash  at  the  ball  Fd  ihine  .  •  . .. 

I’d  marry  the  richest  m  all  thtf  land, 

AndnobTes  and  princes  ^M^^yhand;- 
And  as  to  young  Harry^hu#  • 

.He  must  think  himself  happy  to  ride  beWim. 

Oh  !  little  she  knew,  tW'-the-Wuth  l  state, 
Young  Harry  stood  elose  to  the  Wishing- gat <£  ; 

When  Fanny  went  home,  as  the  »tory?s  told*^  f 
'She  had  heaps  of  fine  d* e3tes  An#  faity  gold  9  t 
Her  footmen  awaited  their  lady  s  call,  .  # 

f  And  she  went  in  her  can'iage  tp  the  ,  * 

k  Young  Harry  was  there  but 

Each  youth  that  approach’d  hef:  Soon  nea  iura 

For  though  all  her  raimeinS 

Her  face  was  bewrinkled,  ’ 

.  SS  maidens  beware  of,  pwr  Fanny  Smt«, 

Don’t  ask  for  too  much  at  the  wisMag-gaw.  ^ 


AS  ONE  BY  ONE  OUR 
FRIENDS  DEPART. 

«  ,  „  By  h.  M.  ^'Phornttifl1.  ’;if‘ ' 

As  oat  by  one  oar  friends  depart, 

80  long  united  to  the  heart. 

In  joy  and  sorrow  too  j 
Tnou  also  didsfweep  forgive  the  tear, 
vvno  didst  console,  now  deign  to  cheer. 

Who  <uried  fear  not  bid  us  not  fear, 

And  peace  of  mind  review. 

At  best  but  a  few  years  can  glide, 

-Ere  each  shall  join  the  lov’d  one’s  side, 
Soul  cheering  promise  given  ! 

I  hey  are  not  lost  but  gone  before. 

Have  cross’d  the  river  reach’d  the  shore  l 
And  from  the ’eternal  heights  look  o’er,  v 
And  beckon  us  to  heaven. 

THE  QUIET  HEART. 

By  L.  M.  Thornton. 

1  ask’d  a  rosy  lass  one  day, 

What  made  her  always  look  so  gay! 

Yon  toil  and  very  hard  I  said, 

Before  yousbreak  your  dally  bread. 

Yes,  was  the  innocent  reply. 

Yet  happy  still— you  a^k  me  why, 

I  ne'er  let  Discontent  intrude. 

Upon  the  bosom‘3  queitude. 

I  took  the  lesson  with  me, home. 

To  profit  by  in  days  to  come; 

Not  riches  then  that  doth  bestow, 

Tho  comfort  which  we  all  would  know. 
Swfeet  Resignation— only  thou, 

Canst  cheer  the  heart  and  light  the  brow. 

Sweet  Resignation — only  thou 

Canst  cheer  the  heart  and  light  $he  brow. 

ALONE  BY  THE  OCEAN. 

By  L.  M.  Thornton. 

Alone  by  the  ocean, 

At  evening  I  stray* 

The  glorious  sunbeams. 

Are  faded  away, 

With  shells  and  with  pebbles. 

The  children  depart; 

To  visit  in  slumbers, 

Sweet  dreams  of  the  heart. 

They  have  their  bright  season, 

And  1  have  had  mine, 

Ere  stern  fate  had  doom’d  me,. 

My  all  to  resign. 

When  into  one  bosom, 

My  woes  I  could  pour ; 

That  now  la»h  as  waves  do, 

A  desolate  shore. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 

On  her  Requesting  roe  to  “Let  her  off  sue 
Sunday.”  By  L.  M.  Thornton. 

Sadly  and  gloomy  now, 

Pfoses  the  day ; 

What. would  it  be,  love 
If  you  were  away  f 

Where  this  vast  city  then. 

Wandering  through;  h- 
Should  I  find  any  one,. 

Equal  to  you. 


feledt  but  wfcfen«f£ar  thee  love* 

- . Sad  when  away;  . 

i* **  l  ,ri  - '■•UX  : ■> 7  l:ir.  %li  'jjrisv: .*•  !il; 

OH  Sing  m  mAT 

1  '  '  SONG  TO 

Byl. 

‘  V  1  tl  Ijt  i  \Ji\  l  4*"  *  *  • 

Un,  smg  no  more  that  song  to  me, 

I  cannot  bear,  it  now.; 

There  was  a  time  When  I’ could  sit,  f  ‘  > 

/  And  be  as  blithe  as  thoCi  ’  V  f  ' 

And  sing  the  very  song  which  I, 

T  ^9,  yefope  to  hear! . 

I  heard  it  sung  in  happier4  days, 

A  stranger  to  despair* ,  .  ,  T,  , 

Among  this  friendly  group  I  know,  .  < 

Are  some  who’ll  rise  and  sing,  .  -  ,  u  - 

Those  songs  which  shall  the  spirits  cheer 
While  time  is  ou  the,  wing.1 
But  oh  l  the  ballad  you  propose  :r.  - 

Would  only  make  me  weep; 

And  bitter  recollections  rouse. 

Which  at  this  moment  sleep,  . 

JOY  IN  EVERY  FACE  IS 

beaming; 

thb  eidinos  of  fbace.  By  L. M;  Thornton*. 

Joy  in  every  face  is  beaming,  • 

Hearts  beat  highland  voices  ring, 

War  no  longer  slays  its  thousands, 

Lo  the  olive  branch  we  bring, 

Shout  then  England  raise  your  ^voices. 

High  as  heaven’s  eternal  throne, 

Change  the  war  drum  to  the  Tabor, 

Swords  to  ploughshares— peace  is  knowa 

Henceforth  down  the  cheek  of  beautt. 

Shall  no  tears  ofsorreWfill \ 

Wives  nojonger  seb  their  -  partners, 

.Drop  beneath  the.  vengeful  bail. 

Lisping  babes  the  parents  treasure, 

Still  shall  own  a  fathers  hand. 

Peace  with  her  twin  sister  Plenty,  • 

Reign  triumphant  o’er  the  larirdL 


ANSWER  TO  “  GOOD  BYE 
SWEETHEART  GOOD  BYE  * 
Air— Good  Bye  Sweetheart.— Thornton. 

When  first  afleqtion’s  vow  you  plighted, 

I  own  it  was  by  me  beleived. 

You  ask  the  truth  you  ne’er  have  slighted 
Nor  once  deceived,  nor  once  deceived!  » 

Your  country  calls  you,  haste  away. 

Perchance  to  conquer  or  to  die; 

And  my  sad  looks  not  lip*  now  say, 

Good  bye  sweetheert,good  bye. 

The  snn  is  high  the  fiowei^arebldoxfcihr  £ 
The  Cuckoo’s  note  is  heard  afar ; 

You  go  to  hear  a  sound  how  dreary. 

The  blast  of  war,  the  blast  of  war. 

For  the  last  time  your  hand  1  take. 

Mid  tears  we  dimly  each  descry; 

Would  I  could  die  love  for  yonr  sake 
Ere  call’d  to  say  good  bye  9 


t  HEW  litND  FAVOMTE  SONGS 


“  O^ii’tis  time  I  should  talk  to  your  mother. 

•weet  Mary,”  says  I,  ’ 

“  Qh.  don’t  talk  to  my  mother,”  says  Mary,  be- 
gtnuingtocry;  ’  - 

‘  r°Jf.  “ J  “Other  _rtys  metf  Sfe  OecWrems  an 

n*y*r>  I  know  will  consahtj  i  "■< 

‘repent^1*  ^  #h?lrry  marry,  at,  leisure 

“ThMa^,^iIi8,h0Uld  toy°nr;  father Jiwee* 

“  Oh-donH  talk  to  my  lather,”  says  Mary,  begin- 
Ding  to  cry ; 

“  For  my  father  he  loves  me  so  dearly,  he’ll  never 
J  consent  I  should  go;  * 

Ifyou  talk  to  my  father,  says  Mary,  he’ll  sorely 

fiav.  Nft  17/  r  * 


tike  thestarsm  theheaveas mffthftb^ 

Bu‘  ttis  maiden  so  coy,  she  called  him  a  boy. 

And  her  heart  she  refused  to  resign,  7 
ecorr)  at'  least,  ifWotmdrd, 
Prov  d  that  patience  with  love  he’d  combine, 

N°Was£dten  yc<u*  weW  *««<*>  •■d  the  lady  was 

_  Till  onemorning  herlaver  aDDcar*d!r  ,  ^  ^ 


:  THE  SCARLET  FLOWER I 

V!fr 

Sloe’s  sportive  as  t}ie  zephyr 
That  sips  of  every  sweet, 
wjfttfl  the  fairest  lily 

^  fir  nature^^oft  retreat, •  ^ 

Her  eyes  are  like  the  crystal  brook, 
i  ^^.  clear  aija  plight  tjp  see  i 
Her  lips  outshine  the  Scarlet  flow’r 
£1  Of  bonny  Ellerslie.  *  ii  •  J 

Her  lipafcte*  , 

*  ■  3  '  "  -  l  •  «  k 

O,  were  my  love  a  blossom. 

When  summer  skies  depa 
I*d  plant  her  in  my  bosom, 

And  wear  her  near  my ht'*  v 
And  oft  I'd  kiss  her  balmyRN  sLri/  -i  vo  rf 
So  beautiful  to  see,  or/; . 

. .  J  hich  far,  da.  " 


I  GUESS  YOU’Ui  BE  THERE. 

Wbres?&  gUB  has  eohe  ddwh  like  akingttfhU 

^&&asf2s£ 


...  „  -  seem  to 

io  the  flowers  all  hendjnr  and trei  ’ 

I’ve  a  "  . T.  -  • 

So  pure  that  a  spirit  might  lingerto 
the  lope  willdwi-b&ok— but  l 
where, 

1?°*  -^ue8S  y°u!P  remember,  and  sure  to  be  there. 

When  the  pale  stars  so  mystic  thdhbl^MHse, 

^  4eep  awi*o  skies  s  f 

Whis  stiU  glCBS  aU  llC  love, 

And  the  sly  moon  is  peeping  jnst  over  you  hill— 
Then  remember  your  promise  the  last  time  we 

Ah  xmr/jim  tfomfitget, 

By  wta&®*  ?  Wd  «ot  say 

If  percjinci  as  you  Itiww^ov*.  th 

the 

SBUBW 


/ luc  ““were  ail  hendln g  and  trertbUiur  wSS^diS* 
Uve  a  secret  to  Whisper  alone  ih’jrdir  efrp 
So  pure  that  a  spirit  might  lingo*: to  hear*' 

By  the  lone  WillOWrbfcpok-— but  I- shall  net  say ; 


;;  BELIEVE  ME  IOVE. 

Believe  me,  love,  believe  me, 

I  never  will  deceive  thee— 

ShaU  npve1.  ca.jg^  thy  tears  to  flow, 
gWl  dever  deal  deception’s  blow, 
Shall  never,  never  prove  thy  foe— 
Believe  me,  love,  believe  me. 

Then  meet  me,  dearest,  meet  me. 
And  with  a  sweet  smile  greet  me  $ 
Oh,  meet  me  In  yon  flow'ry  grove. 


-6  ^Cott&ge  aaia  •  ■  So  pure,  thatgH*tit«*ght  linger  to  bear; 

Bare  you  seen  the  ®w  'cpda^e.^uaf  built  jd„  th^ 

J>y  the  jre  ?  /  j'nolu  "  ajy  ?vbftFe«  , ,  ^  , 

And  is  it  not  all  a  fond  hMdr^WrAjf11'®  ?L  Jjfec  1  guess  yaa’il  remawbe*',  ««^  «^T«o 

“WitibLlt* JaaK^e^  be'«*«*»a;!  ^,1!i*;, 

doth  Staod,  '  /  •••«>:,.!:  .  -  »  ,  '■■■•  .V V 


doth  Staod,  -.1  ■-.•  won;!  i  ^  j  _  (  •■  -.•••■  .  ■  •  y'_  ••  "  ^  ,v 

A*d  the  Mustering  rises  see«i  fa  pale  .sbaw-w  mystic  and  Mj 

.  »  your  hand,  ,  .whimrim^  >> >  ■<■■■■  ''  ■  >(!  "*V 


*  your  hand,  .  oabirntim^ ®»  ■•'>  -v' '  >q 

,  ,  In  iiwt  *»»  «w»ot  bdt  ^  <rf:f y»,  ■i*.‘d*ev  deeo  «we 

gather  the  fteshhess,  find  b^Mtheii  \yi,en  thSfjdests  ait-li^  the 

-  •  '  b\ ill  !»;:  t^irfd^TOvi.  is  stiff,’ 


a way.  ’■  ?!  1  w&fMjToviftis  trcflf, 

Tub  1  often  I  stroll  to  the  church  on  the  An(j  fa,  n*aojft  »  peeping  J«»t  over 

m,  :■*  -  •  :!  ;  . i.mwsrHr:—  * - n  :  v-  ,n“'’  : 

Tin T  Tnnt'.n/l  tlifl  nl/l  paMAW.  «(ld  flirt  mt _  £  -  1-  -  -  wAUT  IMrAiflilB.  tht  lSSt 


,,fl,  hill,  '■• :! ;  .  Wfr  > -.  ..,0  p  .■■•'♦-  •>»-  • 

Where  I  viewed  the  old  cottage,  and  oljJ  j^en  n#sneather  yo#r  jyrtwttise,  tbt  l#8t 

wat^-mjyq,  ,,  ,  ;  time  we  w.rt  f  '  .  '  :  „  . 

Yes!  there  it  was,  onoe,  stood  the  ^lfl  Ah !  Btire,  now,  dear  Katty,  you  will  not 
water-mill,  : ;.' (i  ,  ''i“,  '  1 '  >1  p$ -  .fssiget,  ■•'•  '  •'•  »  . ' .  _  , 

.  . ,  i  ,1  _  _ —  — .  «« A«Ah 1  />nO  T» i.1.  «  1  ttvt  n  nnllAtir  Ki'AaV_JIV11l  1  tlftfift  HOt 


water-miH,  : ;*i  n^nfmoget,  ■■■■■■  -  ;  , 

And  through  the  green  ^cad0^s  th«ie  By  the  lone  willpsy  brpnk— but  J  neeu.  not 
rippled  the  rill,  .  ^ywbfjf#,  ,r  ,  :  * 

^r,a  welcome  were  we  in  the  goad  mSler'a  I  guess  you'®  remember,  and  sure  to 

time,  ,  ^  bethene.  ^  >*?•  ;  ;  « 


txiuc,  .  vJ  ,  w  r  .  ,  liu>  't  " 

.When  the  mill  and  its  master  were  both  .  ( 

in  their  prime ;  .  If  perchance,  ftS  yPW  h»f>w»  lev®,  itbere’s 

And^plt  ao  ^  jWBSd.io  .  the  goy  rustic  many  a  slip —  . 

_  .  .  i  _ _  ar>««: _ 'funrt  f.nft  nil) 


throng,  At  least  so  Tve  heard  say —  twist  the  cup 

Have  we  choriwsed  thelftttgh,  asi^echop  ,.-:iitf;th«llp^*4  ^  i;' 

mssed  the  st)ne :  '  n^ar  old  ornandam  ohiecU,  in  ^  v^ry  grave 


Xiave  we  unortwaeu  vuc  mu^u,  u«  wv  v««  BmwVt  xiMS  Bipr-  ' 

russed  the  song ;  ,  .  Dear  (Old  gW^daW  oj^ptfc’ie » very  grave 

But  now,  as  I  stroll  to  on  thp  tone,  , 

*  «ii  __  _ _  3w  lYtAnminlt 


m,’  T..:  -  irSiii^iP 

I  view  but  the  ruins  of  cottage  **«  jpill.  .  „  *  dtoni|  'v^H'  ,r  , 

Our  friend  has  departed,  the  mill  &s  def  TYaith^  I  &fir  J^ure,  as  w»al. 

And  Time* I  confess,  hassomesad  change^  By  the  dear  old  sold  feBing  into  a  swhet 
_ a’_  •->  dose:  .  *,< .  .  ,1  V. 


But  toe^as  we  knpw,  l&etfti  JhittBoetV  ^en^^S  ghesdng,  dearlfcatty,  with  step 
round.  *  p  .i  l*  « 


»ew7«mMfu>8»' kinjish  wWt  kea»4s  fit® I  You’AWts^g^hch  haw,  add yofTl 
and  round,  •  -  s,-!  •'  ■*  1  UttwrsiIWW.  .  , 


ic-clach  | 


surdy  he  there. 


A  Cb  lOUVJ  mm  »wuvvo  WXV/ ,yw - T- 

Whjp  pejthcr  the  mill  nor  its  labour  wap,  .,  .. 

slack,  T-nnnh  T  n7«m  Marrifid.  ■ 

As  Ithaemhm, in  tk<M*8ht’ t0the  °%'  A  S^The4«togy<>uDg^ 

Whero-4W^MZ^b*W *****  and  o1* .  •»  ^  *  was  mttried-1  do  oh  my  W*r4  ; 
water-mill.  .  i  a,,H  .ingU  lifh  h  so  rsrr  abwA  ' 


.  o-;  yr ojenfj 
-  .  Mil  :*itt  sl'.ifl 


I  Gibow  You’ll  be  Tliere 


X  Wun  l  was  luwncu — a  w  wu  • 

i ,  v 

i  Here  pinmg  apd  whining  alone  ail  fee 
i.  for  tie  want  of  a  husband  to  ‘Jfa, 


U’UvINI  JhMUi  lUl  vir  V*  A-or  tno  v*  -  - — - —  •"  q.» 

When  the  sub  baf  doY»,  Hke  a  king 

_  to  his  rest,  _ ^  .  VA  very  sHOU  setde  tbe/IWtt^, 


10  •y&j*^** 

H7i - t  Vanma  umn  fn  smile  Wife, 


When  hie  lad  bmg  beams  seam  to  smilt 
an  adieu.  ..  ,f  ■  '  ■  fwlth  d!|w,— r  i 

To  the  flowers  all  bending  add  trembling 


And  says’  I  shall  -wo  ««  **  $$ 

life. 


NEW  AND  TA.VOTJ&ITE  SONGS. 


8poken.— How  ftdiorilona  iM  talks  to  be  sure— 1 
wonder  if  &dt  one  could  hftT0  persuaded  ter  to 
thstp  I  should  think  not— but  It's  jiwt  like  all 
mothers,  they  don’t  likens  to  enjoy  ourselves  while 
we  may — so — - 

wish  was  married— el  do  on  my  word, 

A  dull  single  life  is  so  very  absurd, 

Here  pining  and  whining  alone  all  the  day, 
Por  want  of  a  husband  to  pass  time  away. 

There'S  Timothy  Scribble,  the  young  law¬ 
yer's  clerk,  # 

Although  he  has  kept  all  his  vows  in  the 
dark, 

He  loves  me,  the  brute,  though  he  takes  ii 
quite  cool, 

Or  else  he's  afraid  to  confess  it,  the  fool. 

If  I  was  a  man,  'gad,  I'd  show  em  what’s 
what, 

I’d  tell  them  my  mind,  if  I  wouldn’t,  I’m 
shot— 

Then  why  should  I  waste  the  hast  day®  of 
my  life, 

When  I  ought  to  be  no  more  nor  less  than 
a  wife? 


He  couldn’t  do  better,  the  silly  young  elf. 
Than  choose  a  respectable  girl  like  myself. 
Fpr  why  should  I  waste  the  best  days  of 
my  life  ? 

I  should  make  that  young  doctor  a  capital 
wife. 


shall — so—  _  ... 

I  wish,  &c. 

There’s  Sweetmeat,  the  grocpr,  just  over 
the  way,  _ 

Is  sweet  upon  me,  so  it  seems,  for  each  day 
He  sends  me  nice  raisins— but  if  be  had 
sense,  St 

He’d  wed  me  at  once,  and  save  all  that 
expense. 

You’d  think  better  never  could  melt  in  Iris 
mouth. 

And  he  talks  tonne  north,  while  he  looks 
to  the  south, 

Then,  why  Should  1  lose  the  best  days  of 
my  lift  ? 

Tm  sure  I  should  make  him  an  excellent 
wife. 

gpokaa.— Oh.  that  I  sboulfl.  if  he  didjnrttaow 
H.  The  idea  of  a  tradesman  VMns  W 
postcrous — if  lie  has  a  servant  maid  oven  46  do  lor 
fern  *  don't  look  wall,  besides  tfsjery^gerous 
for  a  single  young  man,  espeoiafiy1flhegbf*  gOOii'  l| 
looking  and  forward— oh — ■ —  ,  .  ' 

I  wish,  wc. 

Now  "Pillbox,  thedoctOT’a  a  very  nice  me®, 
Jffce’4  take  my  advice,  it  would  be  hlsbest 
plan, 

To  marry  at  once,  for  between  you  and  me, 
Yeung  doctors,  of  course,,  never  single 
should  be. 


8<*f-tbe  har.  thought  of  a  doctor  living  a  bachelor 
is  abominable !  Why,  no  gentleman  with  a  hand- 
same  wife  or  daughter  would  patronize  or  reoom- 
mpnd  hiin,  consequently  he  must  starve  like  the 
apothecary  in  Borneo  and  Juliet,  and  have,  as 
Shakespeare  says,  “  A  beggarly  account  of  empty 
hexes.*  But<>n  the  other  hand,  a  wile  would  he 
the  making  of  him,  and  there’s  none  I  could  recoin- 
mend  so  well  as  mytt&f.  I’d  keep  hi*  bed  warm 
while  he  Was  called  out  in  the  mgnt~-none  of  your 
warming  paw  m 

I  wish,  &c.  # 

There’s  plenty of  single  young  fellows  about 
But  why  they  don’t  merry  I  cannot  find  out; 
They  flirt  with  *  dosen,  and  make  girls 
believe 

They  adore  them,  and  then  go  and  laugh 
in  their  sleeve. 

If  I  had  my  will— oh,  you  unfeeling  elves, 
I’d  -mafee  you  get  married  in  spite  of  your- 
selves. 

Oh,  let  me  trot  waste  the  best  days  of  my 

life. 

But  take  me  at  one*  and  I’ll  make  a  good 
wife. 


Spoken.— Most  admirably  I  will,  so  that  you 
Should  bless  my  very  existence— kiss  the  ground  I 
walk  upou^viu  fret,  your  life  would  he  ja  perfect 
heaven  upon  earth — you’d  fancy  I  was  Venus,  ana. 
rd  imagine  you  Maiu^enr  little  progeny  Of  wo 
had  any)  should  be  our  cherubim  and  seraphim*— 
we*d.be  «a  immortal  mortal  family  of  gods  and 
goddesses  surrounded  in  clouds,  if  it  were  only 
clouds  ofsmoke^omi^nr  tmofwmg  oktroot. 

So  I  wish,  &c. 

Fair  is  the  Bose. 

Pair  is  thelUsc.yct  fades  withheat  or  cold 

Sweet  are  the  violets,  yet  none  grow  old ; 

The  lily’s  white,  yet  in  one  day  *tis  done, 

White  is  the  snow,  yet  melts  against  the  sun 

So  white,  so  sweet,  was  my  fair  mistress’* 

'  fees, 

Vet  altered  quite  in  one  short  hour’s  space ; 

So  short-lird  beauty  a  vain  gloss  doth 
borrow;. 

i  Breathing  delight  to-day,  but  none  to* 
morrow. 


HEW  AND  FAVORITE  ■'  BONGS 


.  CARD  parties. 

An  Original  Comic  Song,  Suug  by  Mr.  G.  Fojd. 
j.  A..Ha|rdwtck. 

Alr^Dichy  Birds. 

This  life  is  very  like  the  games  with  packs  of  dards 
we  play,  {‘  :1  i 

The*  perhaps  a  pack  of  nonsense  I'm  dealing!  out 
you’ll  sey ; 

I’m  not  a  fortune-teller  for  such  arts  (hearts)  I’ve 
no  regards  ’  ‘  ~ 

But  “  make  your  game,”  How  gentlemeh'£%hile  I 
deal  out  the  cards.” 

CHORUS. 

Mind  how  you  flay  tour  cards,  for  you'll  find 
where'er  you  go, 

To  win  by  tricks  or  honours  is  the  gamb  with 

high  and  sow. 

\ 

Young  children  play  on  41  all  fours/'  and  pugilists 
at  “  all  fives/t 

With  “knave  good  hands,”  and  runuing  cards, 
the  thief  at  “cribbage,"  thrives ; 

At  “  hazard  ”  plays  the  swindler,  cut  and  shuffie 
is  his  aim, 

The  sportsman  “clears  the  pool,”  and  with  the 
“  pack  secures  the  game. 

In  life's  game  af  4<  speculation,  artful  cards  "  past 
dullards  shoot. 

The  lawyer,  without  chance,  sir,  he  (Chancery) 
can  win  at  any  suit  $  ,  * 

With  the  broker  its  “beggar  my  neighbour,”  lie 

HOLD  THE  CRIB  and  OUT  HE  WALK  S, 

The  milkmaa  plays  hts  oards  to  4  score  the  board/ 
and  wins  by  cha  lks. 

•  a : . 

In  the  game  of  41  Matrimony,"  the  high  for 

HONOUR  stick, 

Court  cards,  play  diamonds  'gainst  hearts 
with  many  a  shuffling  trick;  r. 

When  tired  of  their  “  partners/'  the  ladies  leave 
thair  hubs,’' 

And  console  themselves  with  Diamonds,  the 
gentlemen  with  clubs. 

In  John  Bulls  match  with  Russia  his  opponents 
he  did  trounce,  » 

The  game  they  played  with  him  wat  ’Mput/ 
pull  of  bounce; 

The“  play  it  fluctuated,”  and  he  did  «f  lose  many 
a  leg/* 

But  with  them  as  at 44  blind  all  fours/'  atlastthey 
had  to  “  beg." 

Our  soldiers ^re  all  trumps  they  can  load  orfoliow 
suit,  - 

Thev're  game  the  game  to  win  trom  the  General 
to  recruit!  ^ 

And  cur  tars  they  pegged  away  making  holes  the 
Czar  did  feel, 

The  foe  couldn't  take  Jacks  knave  he  (navy  )  nor 
make  him  cut  for  Deal. 

Our  living  is  like  card*  too  rich  people  get  high 
game, 

Continually  while  poor  ones,  aiways  low,  remain 
the  same?  r  ^ 

But  John  Bull,  whatever  turns  up  is  never  in  the 
dumps,  ,  {  . 

Tho'  he'sno  King  of  Court  Cards  his  Queens  the 
best  of  trumps.  *  W.  •-  - 


Shus,  thro*  life's  rubbers  we  rub  on,  till  hur  ad* 
versary — fate, 

Revokes  to  him  and  plays  the  deuce  with  lowiy 
ones  and  great? 

We  throw  up  our  hands  go  in  the  final  hole  the 
game  is  past, 

We  shuffie  off  this  mortal  coil  and  spades  are 
trumps  at  last. 


Then  mind  how  yu  play,  &c 


A  HOW  AMONG  THE  STATUES, 

An  Ooiginal  Comic  Song.  Sung  by  Mr,  Georg* 
Ford, 

Air — 44  Cuy  Faux” 

Strange  thfngs  we  see.  sometimes  at  night  while 
goinghomeby  moonlight  (moonlight. 
And  characters  who  dvreto  show  themsrlvas  by 

Now  I  saw  the  London  statutes  for  profound 
deliberation  (consultation. 

In  Trafalgar  Square  all  met  one  night  to  hold  a 

CHjORUS 

.  Oh,  dear  oh. 

There  are  more  things  in  Heaven  and  earth  than 
people  know 

They’d  not  collected  long  before  they  all  began  a 
quarreling,  (were  hurling. 

And  as  they  did  in  life  charges,  at  each  other 

There  being  a  dearth  ,of  water  where  lhey  come 
from,  most  dismounting  (caeh  fountain, 
With  cop  per  hot  soon  emptied  out  the  bason  of 


Kings  Charles  the  1st  and  2nd  theybeganthe 
row  each  frowning 

Ssys  merry  Charles,  you  died,  and  ne’er  left 
me  the  world  a  crown  in, 

Said.Myrtar  Charles,  you,d  never  been  alive  man 
but  for  me  sir*  was  iip  a  tree  sir. 

Cfies  the  merry  Monarch,  it  was  thr'o  you  If 

Said  George  the  3rd  to  ditto  4th  under  odium  Still 
you  rie  sir,  thata  a  lie  sir. 

Says  the  first  gentleman  in  Europe  to  his  father 
I  made  fitz  subjects  everywhere  thats  more  than 
yeu  did  one  day,  on, a  Monday 

And  I  did'nt  string  the  people  up  ’bydozens 


The  Duke  ef  York  and  William  IV.  were  snarling 
at  each  other. 

Said  Clarence— 44  York,  you're  wanted —  here’s  a 
creditor,  dear  brother.” 

«  Oh.  I'll  pay  you/'  says  the  other.  ”  But/'  cried 
lyilliam,  44  keep  your  distance. 

You  talk  of  paying  me,  you  never  did  it  in 
existence." 

Lord  Nelson  didn’t  seem  to  think  much  of  the 
French  alliance. 

And  wished  he  was  alive  again  to  bid  our  fees 
defiance. 

Then  he'd  a  message  telegraph  to  every  Admiral* 
*  station, 

To  say,  if  he'd  a  daughter,  not  to  leave  her  tg 
tkb  nation. 


NEW  A  FAV0URIE  SON! W- 


The  Duke  from  the  Exchange  end  Conitltution 
Hill,  by  the  other#.  * 

Wa»  called  old  nosey,  and  a  libel  on  the  Corocan 

Take  off  the  sheet,  come  down,  and  let  y°ur 

boots  the  brigade  clean 'em,  . 

fih  theie’s  a  pair  of  Wellingtons  without  a  soul 
between  'em# 


Suddenly  they  heard  a  scream  from  Queen  Anne, 
mutilated,  #  .  .  . 

Achilles,  it  appears,  love  in  his  ears  she  naa 
’Sinuated;  , 

But  like  another  Joseph,  he  of  virtue  did  exhibit 
llM,  ^  A  A  ... 

And  being  repulsed  she  charged  the  statue  witn 
her  of  taking  liberties. 


Indignantly  Achilles  he  denied  the  soft  im¬ 
peachment, 

And  asked  if  a  woman  of  her  age  morality  to 
preach  meant  ? 

Says  he,  its  not  so  likely,  why  you’re  minus  hand 
and  toes,  marra, 

And,  as  you’ve  none  to  do  it  with,  you  can’t  turn 
up  your  nose,  marm. 


The  Duke  of  Kent  and  Bedford  jumped  up  behind 

the  iron  Duke/ 

The  sailor  King,  to  give  him  a  hand,  Nelson  s 
grappling  iron  took, 

George  Canning  held  on  to  Arch  Duke’s  horses’ 
big  tail,  ;  . 

And  George  the  4th,  undutifully,  swung  by  his 
daddy’s  pigtail. 


Then  all  at  once  I  heard  a  roar,  the  lion  woke  up 
ramping, 

On  Northumberland  house  and  down  he  sprung, 
and  set  the  statues  scamping,  ; 

I  tried  to  run,  when  lo  I— *twas  all  a  dream,  it  did 
appear, sir,  . 

I’d  slumbered  in  Trafalgar-squafe,  and  bellowing 
in  my  ear,  sir,  <  } 

Wasohdearoh, 

Two  blue  guardians  of  the  night— oh,  dear  oh, 
Oh,  dear  oh  , 

Twas  all  thro’  dining  out  and  getting  how  come 
you  so. 


LORD  PAM’S  NEW  REFORM 
BILL.  ! 

New  Comic  Song,  Hardwick, 

Air.— Vilikins  and  Dinah. 

It’s  of  a  great  statesman,  who  in  England  does 
dwell. 

For  joking  so  famous  which  he  loves  so  well; 

His  name  4  is  F&pufty,  turned  sixty  years  old. 
With  a  very  fair  share  of  assurance  and  gold. 


chords. 

Singing  go  .along  Palmy  lets  have  no  delay. 

There’ s  no  going  backward  at  tnis  time  of  day, 
Let  all  foriegn  countries  mill  as  they  will. 

But  speedily  give  os  the  New  Reform  Bill, 

Now  as  Palmy  was  walkiug  Spring  gardens  one 

,  : 


He  met  with  Disraeli  andto-Wm  did  uy— 

Go  address  you?  imalfiM&f  and  tellthem  I  pray,* 
With  a  New  tteform  Bill  I  am  now  on  my  way. 

Binging  that’s  the  style,  &c. 

Oh  Palmy,  cried  Diiay,  for  fliat  tte’ve  no  mind, 

For  extending  the  Franchise,  we  don t  feel  inclined 
But  all opposition*  we'll'  gladly  gi¥e  o*er,  -  ^ 
If  you’ll  put  your  bill  rtf  for  a.few  sessions'  more. 
..  r/.v,  singing  don *t  do  tfcat. 

Go  go  coldest  sneerer  our  bold  premier  dr$d. 
Since  ydu  want  consent  to  movs  oh  With  thWtidiB* 
I  give  you  fair  notice  and  all  of  your  kifi»  [ 

Yqu  shant  reap  the  benefit  o^offic^  going? 

As  Lord  John  was  walking  Spring  Gardena 
around. 

He  saw  Dissy  lying  dead  beat  on  the  ground,, r* 
With  a  cup  of  cold  milk  from  the  cows  by  His 
side,  '  ■  ^  t 

And  the  receipe  showincr  how  his  scant  hair  he 
died.  ! 

Singing  wake  up.  Lord  Johnny,,  dec. 

Then  he  pinched  Ben’s  Jew  corpse  a  dpsen 
times  o’er; 

And  thought  his  friend  V\*ty  indeed  vwss  no  more 
Then  called  the  police,  then  in  charge  him  he 

And^Ben’s  now  in -a  sort  of  political  grave, 

Singing  mind  your  wbfk;  &c. 

•  •  -0...  :K  ►  1  ilil*'  v  •  :}]  *  :  tii  I 

The  last  that  was  heard  qf  Mr.  Disraeli.  + 

He  was  writing,  for  Moses  some  puff  poetry,  , 
And  a  funeral  oration 'on  himself  if  he  died; 
Copied  from  a  French  work lying  damned  by  his 
side. 

. ; ,  Singing  move  &1qq$,  «c. 

,  MORAL.  ^  ^ 

Now  atlyau  old  Tories  who  mean  tb  oppose,'  1  J 
Lord  Pam’s  New  Reform  Bill  mind-how?  ’far  you 
goes,  -  *  -•'/>  -  >*  i  ■  1  f  ill  A 

And  all  youryoung  members  mtb*  !  the  speaker 

That  the  count^*  remembyr^that^Rleferm 
relies  on.  f  1  '/*  ; 

Singing  go  along  PalmyHtfbave.  no4ela*. 

It  wont  do,  going  backward  at  this  time  of  day. 
Let  ali  foreign  nations  mill  on  as  they  will. 

But  speedily  give  uslKalnew  Keform  Bill. 

AS  ’ 

*Af  pensive  Chloe  walked  alone, 

The  feathered  snow  c^me  softly  down. 

Like  Jove  desert  ding*  f  rota  His  bower. 

To  court  her  in  a  silver  shower. 

'  •/*.  ■ 

The  wanton  flakes  flew  to  her  breast, 

•  As  little  birda  un,to  tkeir  n^st ; 

But  overcome  with  whiteness  there, 

F<jr^  grief  dissolved  into' a  bear.  ,  TT 

Thence  falling  on  her  garment’*  hWi 
To  deck  her,  froae  ipto  a  gem^  r  ( 


nJi  :  *  a  IT  lid 


H £ir  JJSD  FATOUMSE  SOJHSS. 


The  Bridal  Bay.  '  As  a  Soldier  he’s  famous  lor  Handling  the 

.v.  ^ 

Written  by  <ThoBas  Eamsay.  Talk  of  batting  the  foe  why  he  $a*fee  a 

great  dfeal;  .  . 

v  j,  j,.,.,.  ,  -j  And  with  nautical  skill,  tho  hishevi* 

The  muon  had  chmb’d.thc  Heavens,  and  not  stored,  4 

■  ■  ligthed  ap  the  glove,  As  a  Sailor  he’s  seen  some  warm  prising 

And  thus an  ardent  rustic  youth  express’d  onboard. 

To»morrow  is  our  'wedding  day,  and  time  Now  to  touch  on  the  Clergy,  believe  me, 
is  oo  the  wing,  Fm  loth, 

4&d  I’U.  be  h, Owe  to  claim  my  bride,  Yet  who  candeny  that  he’s  one  qf  the  cloth, 
before  the  bells  do  ring.  And  while  mending  yonr  old  coats  and 

»«>>*•  ■  ;  -  -  lb.  Yes,  I'd  be,  See.  trousers  by  gole,  he 

Will  show  yon  as  once  that  hie  calling  it 
The  morning  came,  the  village  Mends  Aol(f)y. 
array’d  her  for  the  church,  _ 

The  time  past  fast,  m  Bony  flame,  abl  As  a  Gardner  he’s  well  known  the  cabbage 
he’s  left  thee  in  the  lurch,”  for  growing, 

A  busy  village  gossip  cried,  O !  what  a  Still  he  hides  the  main  plant  its  email  rat- 
shameful  thing,  tin9s  while  showing. 

He  promised  he  would  claim  his  bride,  Then  your  debts  he’ll  collect,  nor  let 
before  the  befts  do  ring.  scamps  prove  your  ruin, 

for  he  gets  the  best  part  of  his  living  by 
Better  „laie  than  nev^r,  the  bridesmaids  tewing.. 

_  cried,  for  see  .  ,  As  a  shrewd  Navigator  he  comes  next  in 

Yonder’s  Harry  with  his  friends,  now  force, 

.  ,  tijppingo’cttbchms  m  v  .  u  For  still  by  the  needle  he  keeps  on  hit  course, 
A  fresh  culled  posy  In  bn  band,  he  to  bis  ^  no  a*ubt,  he.u  te  found  of 

.  -  bndedoth  bring,  >  .  some  nseT 

Cra,MbJ/4.!Mhaortor‘  ”y  F°r^a-iia,g’  ewf‘e°ce 

Pure,  and  guileless  innocence,  bad  lighted  He’s  a  great  Speculator  m  it  appears, 

up  the  hsnnfli  For  he  seldom  cuts  out  without  taking  up 

Affection,  truth,  and  constancy,  had  shears, 

joined  their  hearts  and  hands,  A*  a  lover  Tin  sure  too  he  gains  some 

■sThe  village  maidens  sjxevft*  their  path  repute, 

with  flow'rets  of  freSh  spring,  For  he’s  not  at  all  backward  in  pressing 

And  as  they  left  the  rustic  church,  the  his  suit. 

Wedding  bril*  did  ring.  ffou  Gardner  and  Pursow you’d  find  if  yen 

i  look, 

1,7  A  Lover**  Gambler,  and  likewise  a  Cook, 

The  Rttla  of  Contrary,  or  it 

talrAH  Nine  ICan  to  make  makes  aTallor. 


in  pressing 


takes  Nine  Men  to  make 
■  a  Tailor. 

Original— By  E.  Green. 

■ 1  ; .  .  i  «  i!  v  r  . 

I  suppose  ll  hurt  In  w  fore* 

fathers  plftn, 

How  nine  full  grown  tailors  but  make  one 
real  man !  * 

How  against  the  assertion  yotffl  raa  I  m 
norailer, 

While  I  prove  it  takes  nine  men  to  make 
•ne  real  tailor. 


mid  M  the  Moonbeams. 

Solo  Arbaces.  -To  death,  mid  burning  sands 
Arbaces  flies. 

Trie  10hbw4»y  teawl  O,  listen  to  my 
Stay,  Arbaces,  stay. 

SoloArbaeet  To  death  Ig#;  ae,  l  canaot  stay 
Quartet,  Mild  as  the  moonbeams  which 
on  fountains  tremble, 

And  sad  as  nightingales  that  mount 
their  young.. 


imw  iwrwjwwiH*  *owgs. 


or 


Oc *an.’ 

_  fiihr 

j£SS2&<  SbB  flWew  o’er  the 

if  igcy  kingdopa,  all  b§nd  to  i*y 

Andn¥ite  .f6etna  ambitious  ibyjiopes  Ho 
fulfil  ^  •'"  *  ';a'  ••'’***  v.vj  ‘ 

.laev.-i  "  •‘»Pra  la  la  la  la,  6»o, 


Stern  Dstflfc, 


•  a’ mo  \  oril  H 


The  life-JWaodJr*m  <be  wetri*r:fes*d  it 

•x*  '  <tfOTfrrrr^ff''  I  of: 

Still  on  his  flag  fie  rests  his  head  with  pain, 
Andttfctfyf  *ajp,  hjs«*enritb*it*our 

“SKSr  of«r «r*u^ *fe’ 

I  .A  «iA  *««***  Jwwte ; 


The  sea  *M  nf  Wrth^ilaee,  the  m^rn 
.-!«.!(  mtmtOkfri&ky  ■•?■>.■  ■%>,.  1 

'Wken  frbra  a  prowl  .gtllay  I  fttst  saw  the 

The  l^d  1  flrfit  jtrQd  wjW  of  the 

^t^eflory  on|he  sfh,  I  dp$t  on  gopd 

While^ls^il  ^er  thf  pne,K  thither  he 

there,'  * '  .  ..  .  : 

A  fig  for  Bfcne  fortune,  Til  JjMgh  awhy 

careT  f:<  ■  J'  •'  „: 

_  Tra  la  la  la  la,  $ c; 


And  .mam  has  m  to# 

hrslfor.”  ...  .  .  e-.i  i 

to*  lu  M* 


)1C»  *  (it 
<ic.it  .  Lii  lit 


iiO*  ,'yU*  ' 


XRq  StaaAard  JBewer 

an.  the  tented 
Motif 


:zhA: 


keepii 
And  thus, 


:ht, 

:h  is 


ad  tnus,  ATOM  tne  wwn.w  fif8»feht|, 

<w 


•«0; 


•'^fh^Uidy  of  tnylove  t  wftl  not  name, 

- - - 


«r  colours  as  a  token, 
liberty  and  fame, 

;  where  first  (Mir  tows 


,  &c. 


,'.:i  jn'.mtfil 

The  night  is  pest,  the  ooufiiti  come*  with 

dawn,  .  -fi  •,  !  -lm,  ,  :  .».  '*  - 

ThemfaMtmA  lwrfghli  la  «— a  Inch  foe 
defying  f  r  ‘  -  onreVi-K'  i 

!  «Uled^«sd«MM«it.9P«a>&«ai  are 

ifffgw  him*  ■  ■  .!  ”'•  «  esedT 

Ris  song  is  heard  ’mid  thousands  rouUd 

be*  sWnfc#*ta*J  ,  ;•'■  ^ 

v  The  lady  of  my  love  I  widant  name, 

.  iSiJtt  T-  sUtho’  l  matt  ha  hdwaaaatekr 
<,-i>  B*tl  wiH  fight  fir  liberty  eind  islna. 

Beneath  the  flag  where  first  «cr  tows' 
o&,v,  wtre  spokttt.-' 

Beneath  the  flag,  &t. 


%'■  irn. 

!  v  ,  noh 

ghuw.-^IXwj*  ^ 

I’m  a  tnusitart  gebtrt'  in  rage-  v  i  ! 

■eat  mu^ic  chaps  hollow  J 
id  is  Jim  Bctggs. 

^HffpoUo. 

IjAtiOta— 


call  mythe 

_ the  hbtS  bjr 

T  ith  my 

On  the  eontinsot— lor'  bl^yottr  Oyy  !— 
I’Te  cresitjM  %  Stunning  sensation*;  ~ 

..'  «•«.  L  'diMktnaS  'mtMia  tn  1 


rm  hthtudvaf 

m 


TJh  mis-*-  ‘j 
lOnt-au^afmaw&ef— 


TB  4tt  J»U  wisr^^w-  •Wfp— 

.  o _ ilsJ6ii  lU  tnS—I’ui  jhn  Bfcggs, 

I  command*  »  respeetable  m«h,  , 

Yithimsrtasy  flUddMlNshtinsMou 
You  shttelalftwr  me  plw4  Solwnjm  $wb/ 
Yi«’«  sang  %y  Miss  AAH^rltatoWe. 
I’m  known  from  the  Bust  Sow  *mdb— 
They  eaM««  git  such  notmfmw  another! 
I  can  pi ay  Mfr*  fvm  M*vt  m ffWWh, 
And  Aovertures,  too,  on  the  t’other. 

Sometimes  Then  I’m  ont  on  my  beat, 

sf° 

T  JawSiHiyjs  tost  at  i  distance, 

I  Tunce  soften’d  a  Aoverseer’s  hetut— 

•iil  •'  4  {5li  f  .  0\f 

mi  TiMMhr  ^ 

And  striki  nf  *  AmrWf  el*«r, 

Yhere  the  sssafeere  all  Wuerkl  With  straw, 
AndtkotattittMifoftih&npfei  lsathsr. 


J»HW  AND.  FAVOUBITE  WiKJS, 


«wjfluhki*s  allnrter  me  stalk,c  .  ;  ,.g 
If  they  don’t  visit  their  masters  a  croak# 

*  AndTernW' parlitely.tovalk, 

So,I  dooi  vhon  they  forks  'out  the  oie, 

■  r;i.iu  rfjrv  fi.-iox}  injfvicii'i  .....  r  . .  , 

In  ten  flats'?!  vnnee  play’d  a  Aair,  a 
At  the  Hopperer  House  ’twas  decided- 
they  vos  the  greatest  flit*  there, 

^  XJds  they  thought  leaser  of  it  than  I  die 
I.  never  plays  common-place  hairs,  * 

But  into  the  classical  flashes^ 

Such  as  Balfe’s  famous  x  Gettin’  up  stairs, 
And- the  *  Cat’s  march  out  of  the  ashes. 

Some  folks  vouldn’-t  out  me  so  short, 

Nor  see  me  go  through  half  sich  trials, 
If.  they  .bad  an  idea  I’d  been  taught* 

By  Siggnor  Bill  Smith  on  the  Dial's^ 

I  don’t  know  vhatails  ’em,  by  goles  ! 

They’re  a  parcel  of  shabby,  garushers — 
No  music  they’ve'  got  in  their  souls, 
Excepting  the  soles  of  the%  ^utchers. 

ni8h*»  down  in  vun  of, the  squares, 
.  (And  precious  ungrateful  Itookit!) 
Arter  playing  them  fiy^  or  six  hairs, 
Theyxhuck’4  thrums  oqt, .  and  told  me 
to_hookit'|  . 

I  hegun  raSer,  rusty  to  kick, ..  . .  * 

To  fee  treated  in  tbflj;  kind,  of  manner, 

So  I^uck  to  the  house  like  a.  brick, 

•  T»1  the  family  piadeIilW,«4  ^>ner !  ■ 

Then  patronize  old°  J emihy  Baggs _ 

My  toggery  arn’twery  splendid*:  v  ! 
******  8  fouBd  »ften  tu  rner’! ,  - 

^(If they’re  coppers  I  shan’t'feel^arended.) 

Then  I’m  dead  I  kapws  how  it’ll  f#jr'  1  '■ 
Yonfll.he  soray  you  serv'd  me  so'ehabby, 
Joq  11  sll  go  in  morning  fpr  ?ne,  ] 

Ye»,  and  lay.  use  in  Vestwinster  //abbey. 


/FI  diuraldlike her, too,  towear  ■•it A 
.A  cap  they  call  a  moh.  c  if 
Td_raysher  have  her  shprtj  «  ;AiJ 
With  a  mug  all  sour*  and  surly, 
And,  to  finish  nor,  she  oughts 1  ,>  -J. 
To  have  a  nose  that’s  curly, 

keep  a  nobby  dwelling^ 

8<?*e8  of  5F*nkies  Bear>  c\ 

While  I  about  am  swelling, 

_  With  Jjer  thousand  pounds  a^yea 
She  musn’t  wish  to  have 
The  fingering  of  the  tin —  .  ]  ‘ 

Though  I  won’t  be  angry  with  her, 
If  die  kill’d  herself  with  gin  K 

I’m  sure  she’ll,  never  grumble 
With  advantages  like  these—  A 
And  I ’d  most  forgot  to  mention 
I  must  whack  her  when  I  please. 
Now  isn’t  this  good  natur’d  ? 

And  ain’t  I  just  the  pal. 

With  qualities  so  stniitty,  , 
To  suit  some  rich  old  gtd  ? 


Music  published  by 


Jys  and  Co,,  Soho  Square 

i  ,  *  ■  f  r 

I  oh,  charming  May  j 
d  gay, . .  . .  "V 

Cl&rmfiie.  clMn.bg,  chinning  May  1 
ThouMtapnng  with  It,  winl'r,  £„  jine 

Z&MMiK&A.  ; 

[  B  ^  t  •  ayrb(?  ftbep^inay  be 

tradflw^kuty^'ksy  for  me. 

Oh,  charming  May,  Ac. 

’  9^.to;ffi“*MBy»  ofci<*arining  May 
fresh,  fair,  fair,  and  gay.  ,t 

F  That  eom’st  from  thy  bow’rs  f 
’Mid  perfume  and  flowers,  ;> 
Charming,  charming,  ohaTining  Mai ! 
gladne8S  and  )°7  %  genial 

F  ?S5S?  °f  inn°cence,  '  freshness,  and  * 


I  should  like  to  Merry, 

A  Popular  ParodurWrUtek' by  John  Sakera, 

•  A,  T  S  ■  b'i tojjt  * «*ov  I 

sbould.like  fomarry— > a 

«Mii%|f  ,,ri  W 

Amv  nch  old  lady,  w6!)  v..;.  hnA 
Wot  s  ugly,  lame,  and  blind, 
f  she  togg’d  herselfoutdtthiag,  A 
To  mike  herself  look  gav.F  rt. 
Shed  not- look  very  splashing^ 

So  no  ftar  she’d  run  awaV^urA 


MOLLY,  DEAR;  OR,  I'M  NOT 

MYSELF  AT  ALL- 

•  '  ■■■■[  '  ■ 

Oh,  I'm  not  .  myself  at  all, 

Molly,  dear— Molly  dear. 

I’m  not  myself  all.  >' 

Nothing  earing,  nothing  knowing,  .  ?  , 

'Tia  afther  yon  Ihn  going—  77 u 
Faith,  yonrshadow  Ttis  I'm  growing, 

Molly,  dear— MoJlydear, 

And  I'm  not  myself  at  all. 

The  other  day  T  went  oonfessin*.  •  r 

And  I  ask'd  the  father's  blesshr. 

But,*  says  I,  *  don't  giro  me  one  entirely, 
For  I  fretted  so  last  year,  v.  r 

But  the  half  o' me  is  here,  I 
So  give  the  other  half  to  MoUyBriexiy.” 

Oh,  I'm  not  myself  at  all! 

feolly,  deiffri^ly,  $aar,  7' 

My  appetite's  so  small. 

I  once  coulirpieka  goose, 

But  my  buttons  are  no  use—  } 

Faith,  my  tightest  coat  is  loose. 


TM|  RED  CROSS  SUNWEB. 

.f'SWfhO  30AJJJV  0jo  u 

V!,.r  ....  uopinm 

The  red  cross  banner  proudly free, 
Stijlthrobbing  foHfberty.  7*;rTi 


When  first  on  Albion’s  sea-girt  shore, 
Her  foot  fair  Freedom  pressed,  - 
Its  hills  and  vales  she  warmed  o'er. 

And  thus  the  sail  she  bledsed* 
ic  Land  bf  the  fair,  the  free,  the  brsfve, 
Buie  through  the  rolling  sett ; 

There  let  the  red  bross  banner  wave, 

The  foremost  of  the  free. 

There  let,  bot 

Forth  flew  the  word  from  pole  to  poles 
A  conquered  world  can  tell, 

Asvet,  where’er  the  billows  iwfl. 

We've  kept"  our  charter  well. 

There's  not  a  shore  the  ocean  laves. 

But  freedom  there  may  see. 

That  England's  red  c^oss  banner  wave* 
The  foremost  of  the  free. 

.That  England’s, 

Left  by  its  gloria  pastf^ 

England  must  lift  that  banner  high. 
Must  nail  it  to  the  mast. 

For  England  sure  will  sit  iu  shame. 

And  dark  her  doom  will  be. 

If  e’er  a  vaunting  foe  can  claim. 

The  empire  of  the  sea.  ,  , 

If:b*br,&v 


If  thus  it  is  I  waste,  o:  f  t  / 

You'd  better,  dear,  make  haste, 
Before  your  lover’s  gone  away  entirely 
If  you  don't  soon  change  your  mine 
Not  a  bit  of  me  you’ll  mid. 

And  what  *ud  you  think  o*  that.  Mol] 
Oh,  I'm  not  myself  at  all ! 


THE  MAIDS  OF  MERRY  ENGLAND. 

Tuner-Merry  Bells  of  England. 

'  ■: :  -.'-A  ■  ■■  v  •  . ,  . . 

Oh,  the  maids  of  merry  England,  so  beautiftil  and 
fair,  <•  7)n<  7‘  .  , 

With  eyes  like  diamonds  sparkling,  and  richly 
flowing  hair— , 

Their  hearts  are  light  and  cheerful,  and  their  spirits 

The  maids  ^of  merry  England,  hbw!  beautiful  are 
they!  7:  7  -;r7  .  '-77; . 

They  are  like  the  lovely  flowers  in!  summer  tune 
that  bloom 

On  the  sportive  breeze,  shedding  their  choice  and 
sweet  perfume,  • 

Onr  eyes  and  hearts  delighting  with  their  varied 
array,  • . 

The  merry  maids  of  Bngland,how  beautiftil  are  they. 

They  smilo  when  we  are  happy,  w^u  we  are  sad 
they  sigh—  . 

When  anguish  wrings  our  bosoms,  the  tear  they 

Oh,  ^Tappy  ^the  nation  that  oWUs  their  tender 

The  maids  of  merry  England,  how  beautiftil  are 

they!  7  q  '  7, -  ,  . 

Then  ever  like  true  patriots  may  we  Join  both  heart 
•jul  hand, 

Te  protect  the  loveiy  maidens  of  this  our  fatherland, 

And  that  Heaven  may  ever  ble^  them  we  ali  de¬ 
voutly  pray,— 

Ob,  the  merry  maids  of  England,  how  beautiful  are 
theyl  z  ‘  ;- 


THE  MERRY  DAYS  OF  OLD. 

The  merry  days— the  merry  days. 

When  hawjk  apd  hound  were  nigh— 
When  gallant  lords,  and  ladies  fair. 

Drew  sport  from  earth  and  sky.  V 
The  horn  responding  through  the  dell. 
Forth  rode  the  Barons  bind— 

Oh,  those  indeed  were  merry  days— 

The  merry  days  of  old. 

When  ruddy  health  and  laughing  joy 


Illum'd  the  maidep'a  face—  *2 
And  ’twas  her  pride,  on  palfrey  free,] 
To  follow  in  the  chase. 

To  dare  . the  summer's  scorching  heat. 
To  brave  the  winter's  cold — 

Oh,  these  indeed,  Ac. 


When  troubadours  and  masquers  g 
In  castle  halls  would  stand. 

And  wtike  the  song  to  willing  ears. 
Of  knights  in  Holy  Land. 

When  winter  brought  its  wassail  be 
To  keep  the  heart  from  bold— 
Oh.  those  indeed  were  merry  days, 
The  merry  days  of  old  t 


r 


Haiti Jia  ifAvdtititfc  w».-tk 


I  woul< 


THE  OLD  VILLAG 

New  Ballad,  for  Mimic.  X. 

Thro* 

Where  green  boughs  ma&rtred 
I  thought  ye  far-off  Angel’s 
And  spirit  merooi 

I  hear  the  sound  df  peefcig 
In  towns. 


Like  wheh  I  bearcfby  nowecp  fhj|B 

-  Xour  echoes*  ofertUe 
How  oft,  by  night,  iu;^*ofi»rndff«4ff 
An  echo  of  thy  mugfoaeftinw*  , 

To  take  me  back  to  native  ttparnyh 
t  Andsldiiing  flowing  rills 

Thus  memory  cj^dhqpds’ tre^nr^ 
That  in  our  heairts  are  richly  stored 
How  little  stmkee, tfie  hidden  *  chorfl 


•And  there  my  lambs  should*  plufo 
And  there  I’d  dance.  upon  th$  green. 
The  long  brigh^jnxmmfir  d*#.  {  ;  ,■ 

And  Ralph  shouldbfc  my.husband  ti 
No  more  to  drive  the  team  * 

M(y  mother  calls—  I  muBi  awajfr 
Ah  me  ;  it^lbuta  dream.  . 


le^tum 


Tho’  to  your^undUI’vie! 
The  ivy-cdvered  tui^eti 

^Te  quaiutvolei 


5*e, chimes! 


ENGLAND,  FAREWELL^ 

Air: — “  Banks  &•  Braes. 
farewell,  doai^Bfigland^s1  happy  shove; 

I  leave  thee,  now?  ^wee^'lewnd  we  pati^  A 
And  go  to  join  l^’battd,  Onos^more,  *  >  t  L 
With  sword*  high  ho^es/aftici^we^iiig^lidart. 
Thy  moes^gt^owiftowers  and  lady’s  bowers, 
Perchance  I  never  more  shall  see  ; 

The  breeze  is  up  ;  the  parting  cup, 

I  drink,  and  pledge  farewell  to  thee. 

QJ  CTh3^e^f&up,-^ter;  'j?, ' 

My  heart  is  sad,  and  thoughts  of  homo 
Rise  quickly  in  thy  tfltaa&t  J  d  1' 

The  restleSS  town  o’er  which;  I- roam, 

Can  ne’er  give  J oy’  or  give ^hriO) re#fc, 

In  foreign,  land^— ’hdd'  djfaAr^tfeiidit^ 

I  perhaps ‘may  whi(a  hertfrfiufcei 

But  if  I  die,  my  TaSt-  faiiit'  cry*  * 

Shall  be  my  own  fair'  Btigland’s  name;* 

In  foreign  Tahds/  <ti£c.  •  •  1 


Hfe  bibughV  me  ia!  letfe  bteatv 

Who  lpng  h^d  beheld  me  with  pride* 

At  least  so  it  told7  hie,  arid1  trusted  that’  sooli 
I’d  make  him  a  life-loving  bride. 

Saturday  morning,  while  ten  went  the  clpck, 

My  Fortune  was  made  by  the  posthian’s1  knock  F 

Of  tedrse  rijh^sttdcseei?  enquMwrihftde  ’  :rO 
And  found  all  he  told  me  was  true.'  (had, 
Y&^mbre'-thact  tbri  thousand  bright  guineas  her' 
And  mansion  with  beautiful  view ; 

I  told' him  aa'sbeti  asTI  saW  him,  that  ■!*-  > 

Though  prudent,  was  poor  as  could  be. 

Hie  ^hld  I'  wrife  riSf 'in  ihyseirahd  rho*  hoped : 

In  xi  month  a  true  partner  to  see.  '**■■■ 

Saturday  iri6riliiig?wmi^  teh-wmrft^the’  clock,  * '» d 
M£r.  fortune  was  made  Jjy  the  postman’s'  knock, 

H fe  married  me  .true  (to  the  month  and  the  dayv 
rifla'™  wdih  a  hcsttitiftil  home;  «■  [news,: 

Don’t  think  then  ye  postmen  who  take  such  glad 
That  your  day  is  not  likely  to  come, 
suppose  yoiir  red-ddat*sHould  e'erd&zzle  thtfUywd 
;0f  a.maiden  with  thousands  in  store,  ftnfo&st, 
TtoiiymS?uock'Snda  ah  echo  vWtkMTO  W'f 
!  As  it*  finds  its  refemid  froni*the  ddOr.  pfieckp  A 

T^trwquhi.be .amomtog., while  tWf 


the  cottAha  hi  st. 

Ballad.  Hardwick. 

' ^^-^aentle^bther'dUar.**  '  r 

Oh,  if  I  were  a  lady,  * 

How  happy  I  would  be, 

To  dwell  itrsomersweet  little  .vale  „ ,, ,  - 

Beside  the  deep \ bh*o  sea.  *  , 

There  I  would  sii^tltjo/raewttiug'  hymn,  . 

My  toilet  on  the  grass’; v  /  ur  •  ...  'r«'  > 

My  bath  imoilld'be  the  lfla&pidstreaa®,  :  > ;  ,7 
That  bubbling  stream  my  glUsarf  i  il  o'l 

Dbh  I  '.would  heHy«l)I  would  bfc 
A  lady  I' wtxuld  bcul h  i  .rm:  *d'£ 


That  gave  you  a 
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A  DREAM  OF  THE  TIMES. 

'Bone  by  Mr-  G.Ford.  J.  A.Hardwiik. 
Air.— Adam  and  Eve. 

I'd  been  one  niglit  to.  see  the  wisard. 

And  after  supped  on  Sidneys  and  giaarsk 
At  Hungerford  Hall  and  the  CyderCeUefS* 

With  a  party  of  sociatypviahXeilpw#. 

Now.  Whether  it  was  the  eight  o'er  foggy* 

Or  the  supper,  I'iu  sure  I  wasn't  groggy; 

But,  arrived  at  home,  there  passed  before  me 
A  curious  vision  I’ll  lsy  before  yei 

CHORUS. 

Listen,  and  you’ll  find  my  theme,  sirs, 

A  domestic  aud  political  dream*  sirs* 

I  dreampfrthat  Parliament  had  essembled. 

And  a  beer-garden  the  place  resembled. 

Lord  Johnw  as  a  *  Spirit-rapping  medium,' 

Was  calling  up  ghost*  from  a  phantoms  region. 
The  spirits  underneath  the  table* 

Made  the  house  a  regular  Tower  of  Babel; 

Till  the  ghost  s  of  mauy  a  dead  place  seeker, 
Doused  the  light*  and  bonne Ued  the  speaker. 

Away  rushed  minister  a?nd  reporters. 

Hurrying  scurrying  from  all  quarters; 

While  the  spiritsineid*  played  Up  old  BParry. 

A nd  threatened  to  smash  the  Work  of  Barry. 
Lord  Melbourne,  Wellington,  Peel,  afnd  Canning, 
Were  &  coalition  cabinet  pfenning'. 

Then  sung  comic  songs,  those  bUrfed  staid  men. 
With  a  grave  chorus  of  4  Dbwn  among  the  Dead 
Men.' 

I  dreampt  the  next  Lord  Mayer  was  Moses, 

And  all  the  Aldermen  had  hooked  noses;' 

Mr.  Sheriff  Lev y^hacf  become  Chief  Baron, 

And’ wore  si*  avfappad-  old  hats  hfehaifr  on. 

Lots  of  Jewish  M.P.'s  calling  *  ol&CIbj'vfefe, 

In  the  day.  till  thw  House  met,  down  to  go  fher^f, 
And  the  Hebrew  Lord  Ciiauceiloi*,  with  pencils, 
In  his  court  was  bawling oUty  4  Vftro'lt  glvw  me 
ansel?'* 

I  saw  Cruikshank.  and  J.  B.  Gough,  in 
A  dreadful  state,  hot  brandy  quaffing, 

W'here  King  Clicgnot  who  lately  ceased'  to  reign, 
had 

Taken  the  Giant's  Stores  in  Drury  Lane  had; 

They  went  out  on  a  Temperance' Mission, 

And  the  two  were  in*  shch  a  condition ; 

That  both,  their  latch-keys,  unable  to  stand,  sir. 
Were  poking  at  t  he  pillar  post  in  the  Sttand;  sir. 

I  dreampt  at  a -show  of  Model  Babbies, 

The  mothers  were  fightiugjnst  like  tabbies. 

About  the  prices  being; distributed, 

And  I  hope  another  won’t  be  exhibited. 

I  saw  the  men  of  sophistications. 

Made  to  live  on  their  own  adulterations ; 

And  1  saw  Teiqple  Bars  removal- planned,  sirs, 

To  admi$  Balloon,  dresses  into  the  Strand,. sir. 

1  dreampt  the  Russians  were  sacking  Londeff, 
And  our  merchant  princes  Were  all  undone1!  ‘ 
Bright.  Cobden,  and  the  wiiolb  peace  party. 
Were  Welcoming  the  Czar  quite  hearty. 

I  leltso  wild  with  each  deceiver, 

Thaft'I  scired  Bright's  quaker  broadbrirti  bCaVer, 
And  waeluggiftg  him  off  amidst  derisiot^ 

When  I  woke,  and  lo !— *lwas  a  nightmare's 

vision. 


Bo  upv  wttbper  spiMMu  st%  Ming, 

I  started  from  my  political  dreaaSfliff. 


THE  DREAM  OF  JEREMY 
DlDDLER.  ■>- 

New  Comic  Politico  Song.  Hardwick.  So  fig,  by 

o/SSSlKIW.1 

i*m  alLin  aflutter,  and  #<uardel*  us  vttory 
The  words  to  my  tongue  that  com#  dancing 
come  dancing,, 

for  I’ve  had  sue*  a  droam  thaC  it  really  would 
seem. 

To  incredulous  ears  like  romancing, romancing. 

No  doubt  it  was- brought  ori  by  sherry  ahd  port  oft 
The  tables,  thatgot  in  onr  no  defies,  o'ur’ noddles, 

1  saw  in  a  sihmber,  a  very  great  number  •  ' 

Of  people  we  tfhihlt  are  all1  models,  all  models. 

I  thought  t  saw  Prince  Ah,  at  QurjNMinnaA  .Gaft, 
Walking  off  ou  the  sty  with:  that  pioU*rea,th«^ 
pictures;  *  >  ■  •  < 

And  the  pepperbox  sold,  by  the  Auctioneer  bold. 

To  the  Jews,  with  the  state#*  anddtotuma*  and 
fixtures.  .  •;  t n  < 

Then  the  ghost,  of  old  Vernon  the?  gge  these.  did> 
turnon,  .  «  > 

His  legacy  of  paiptmga  t&  ftnd  'egi  to  tied  'on*'  X 
I  Aud  he  yelled  with  despair,,  when  he  found  bbOt 
had  therms  ^  •  1  •  >uJ% 

To  the  darkest  of  Collars  oonsigpcdv  Via  tstf. 
signed 'em. 

1  dreampt  that«e»h!isdy  fti  Surtirtff  hntlMV,  * 

,  Was  quelletfby  BiM  IndlA-WiWtors.lDii'ertqr* 
And  our  bra'veBrftiah  b«ryt,  all:  tlie’ 

Sepoys,  !i'J  . 

Had  sent  t*4hw  deril  death'  spectre*, 1  d£&lt  , 
spectre#.  .  •  ,4 

I  s  arw'fhat  t  heir  churtre,  nobs*  stff!  atikefed  artef ; 
But  Parliament  Cried  d*t-*AU<  gaffittion,  *M|t>  A 
gammon,  *  -  :  .  :  “ 

Howe’er  you  may  fret  it,  den^you  wish  you  may 
get  U„  i  »  .•  : 

You  sold'  us  thro*  lust  af  bafee  dianimoh;  vitd  v 
mammon..  .  ,  •> 

Next  I  thought  the  Prett  Duke  wklfa  tqrrjblelook 
Jumped  down- off  the  arch  aticf  w^nt  striding 
went  striding  ;*  >’  i,  ^ 

Up  to  the  house  guards,  and  soon  squared  thfftt 
yards,  „ 

When  Noodle  sb# gave  a  fierce  chiding  fleCtcf’  ;^ 
chiding,  .  ’  '  * 

And  General  Napier,  too;  lie  did  A 

And  shook  his  fist  at  him,  quite  scaring,  dui^e 
scaring,  ■>  f  ‘  '  .• 

,  And  said  Oh  you  buflbrs,  ymt] milithrjr  duffert'/ 

Of  this  I  gave  you  timely  warning,  good' warn- 
ing.  -  ,,  .  •  -  -  :  -r 

f  I  imagined  Charles  Kean,  up. a  penny  muchihe,  1 
At  a  country  fair  lusty  was  swinging,  wag 
.  swinging,  ”  '  ' 

And  Lord  Pam  and  Russell  ditoplayidg  thdf  * 
muscle  '  •  ’  •  •  •  H‘ 

At  three  sticks  a  penny,/ were  ffingingj  ‘ 

ftiugfng.  '  1 :  **■  ,IV-'  ,uA 

But  the  fun  of  thefair,  and  the  best  ^taW’thefe, 

Was  Cobden  and  Bright,  loudly >  itblechiDg^ 
loud  screeching. 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS 


305fQ8  3LTJ 

At  two  fighting1  men,  in  a  pugilistic  den, 

The  scienc#  qfatylf  define*  teaching,  both 
teaching.  .,  ,^1,  ji > i ! « .<{  ,  -  '1  btlii  * 

I  areampt  the  Lord  Mayor,  *  blow  out  of  good 

Fwfclitb*  shoeblacks  had  provided,  provided, 
And  as  well  as  the  Brigade*  [the  others  might 

’Arid  with  them  street  custom  divided  divided. 
And  retired  Lord  Robert,  Grosyepor'  there  did 
bob  at,  ‘ 

The  boys  and  spoke  honied  words  thrilling,  so 
;  thrilling, 

And  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  he  ordered  for  those, 

: Who  h ad  none,  add  gave  eich  lad'  a  shilling,  a 
shilling, 

I  dreampt,  Emperor  N^p.  with  an  acrobat  chap, 
Was  i Levees, t er-rq uar e  twirl irig  a  ,p  olein,  .pole  in 
Aha  to  get  !em  a  pot,  as  they  seefned  rather  hot. 
The  tin  pave  Mazziui.and  Rollin,  and  Rollin, 
Then  Coxweli's  balloon,!  saw  go  to  the  moon. 
With  a  lot  Of  Atlantic  huge  cable,  huge  cable, 
AndaUwews  from  there  instead  of  down  here 
To  talegraph  now  they'll  be  able  quite  able 
tt  ■'  ’  .  n  i . 

I  dreampt  ftcm  foal  waters’  roue  Ratcatchers 
All  eager  a  fellow  to  toweMo.tojvel,  [daughter 
For.  d  if  Curbing  the  head  where  so  long  had  they 
And  hanuted  the  sleep  of  Sam  Cowell  (laid. 
Then  Julian  and  tiiilldh  as  twb  men  of  colour 
Were  fiddling  to  QufteeiV  Pjomihte*  Pomare 
And  Barnum. had  brought  a  whistling  tortoise 
A  novelty  Iromj  the  South  sea  the  South  sea. 

I  saw  noble  fellows  were,  all  of  them  jealous 
Jff  go  out  to  India  to  free  it  to  free  it 
As, of  each  slaughtered  child  ihey  thought  their, 
blood  boiled  1  * 

And  very  glad  I  was  to  see  it  to  see  ft  *■ 

I  could  mfention  a  ream  more  I  saw  in  my  dreom 
But  fear  you  might  fancy  it  gammon  all  gammon 
I»4  been,  dining  out^o  I  bave.nt  a, doubt 
it  was  the  effects  of  the  salmon  the  salmon 


/AT.  a  Cl.  \ 

Huge  spiders  spun  webs  but  be  suffered  nw 

'  ■  [room, 

lo  sweep  dowh  the  ccbwebs  surrounding  his 
For  he  thought  they  might once  hdve  been  Legal 
Big- wigs,.  r  _  (they  were. 

He  watched  them  and  thought  how  like  lawyers 
Industriously  ont^Kiiig  poor  fifes  iu  a  snare,  ‘ 


their  rigs.  ^  . ^ 

In  summer  tho  flies  thfe*  his  window  did  stream 
Stuck  into  his  butter,  and  fell  in  his  cream. 

But  he  helped  them  along  with  a  feather  to< 
swim  <  1  •  *'  (say. 

When  fly-papers  were  mentioned  he’d  instantly 
”  “at,  destroy  them?  how  do  1  know  who  are 
„  .  thdy?  .  ;i  , 

F or  instance, ;that  bluebottle  buzzing  up  there, 
Mighl  bi.  my  rich  uncle  who  made  me  his  hier, 

It’s  not  very  j  lUtely  I'm  goins  to  squash, 
him. 

To  the  anger  of  Betty,  he  encouraged  the  cats, 
k  Enticing  them  in  with  a  small  dish  of  sprats , 

And  said,  when  she  run  out  to  them  with  a 
8  tick  . 

You  see  that  grey  whiskered,  big  tabby  so  staid. 
She  might,  perhaps  have  been  once,  some  crusty 
old  npaid  ; 

And  those  other  two  rowing  in  the  back  yards. 
May  be  two  old  Dowagers  quarrelling  at  cards. 
And  tho*  changed,  still  disputing  about  the  odd 
trick. 

When  urgent  to  get  rid.  of  the-  troublesome 
mice. 

He’d  say  no.  he  wonld’nt  adopt  such  adviee, 

They  might  have  been  starved  curates,  onee- 
upon  earth,  (duce, 

His. maid  Betty,  wished  him  and  them  at  the 
A'nd  .’^Wpnd  them  bqt  Mr.  preen  soon  let  them 
I  Ana  sternly  said  to  her  while  letting  oqego(  loose 
i  That  might  be  your  grandmother,  *girl  how  do 
P  know; 

|  We  die,  and  in  other  forms,  have  a  new  birth. 

Mr.  Green,  being  such  an  ecentric  man, 

Aud  his  mania  well  known  twas  the  little  boys 
pl*n  r  ...  .  [him, 

To  bring  all  the  blind  puppies,  and  kittens  to 
He  saved  them  from  drowning  and  fattened  them 
up*  (pup 

For,  says  he,  who  can  tell  if  some  kitten  or 
May  not  be  a  dead  cousin,  or  uncle  or  annt, 
Transformed  for  their  sins,  and  destroy  them  1 
shant,  (grim 

Even  souls  of  great,  men  may  inhabit  things 

At  last  his  menagerie  got  snch  a  pest. 

No  servant  would  stay,  ana  he1  got  no  night  res$. 
His.  animal  family  increased  to  such  shoals. 
Dogs  bit  him,  cats  scratched  spiders  spun  to  hi 
nose,  *  . 

Blackbeetles  ran  o’er  him.  rats  nibbled  his  toes. 

So  he  turned  them  adngt,  and  abandoned  the 
place  (trace. 

Got  married  and  now  in  his  mind  there’s  no 
Of  belief  in  the  TrausmigrationTransmigratio* 


transmigration  of  sqxjls. 

An  Original  Ccmic  Song,  Sung  by  Mr.  G.  Ford. 

J.  A.  Hardwick.  .•*  \i  • 

4  x  ShUalagh’r 

A  rtuddl  e-aged  gentleman,  one  Mr,  Green, 

best  h*lf  hi®  lifo  fo  India  had  been 
Had  come  home  still  a  bachelor  bilious  and  rich 
He  waa deepy  imbued  with  Hindoo  superstitions, 
Pytriogarean  doctrines  of  human  transitions. 

Had  grpaf  faith  ip  ghosts,’ witches,  seers,  goblins* 
->  and  ghouls, 

And  believed  in  the  Transmigration  of  souls. 
Which  belief  he  maintained  to  a  rather  high 
pitch. 

To  insects  and  vermin  he  never  gave  pain, 

In  his  house  ;  he i  imagined  these  things  might 
.contain-.  e  *;,//  ' 

The  souls  of  his  former  departed  old  friends 
Twas  not  very  flattering  to  them,  but  still, 

He  allowed  his  domestics  no  creature  to  kill. 

The  consequence  was*  that  the  mice  multiplied. 
And  brought  up  large  families  there  till  they  died, 
Bo  did  Hoppers,  that  ofttimes  on  slumber 
,  attends,  u.  r. 


>f  belief  in  the  transmigration  Ac* 


